XI

HALF an hour later Nikolai Petrovitch went
into the garden to his favourite arbour. He
was overtaken by melancholy thoughts* For
the first time he realised clearly the distance
between him and his son; he foresaw that
every day it would grow wider and wider. In
vain, then, had he spent whole days sometimes
in the winter at Petersburg over the newest
books; in vain had he listened to the talk of
the young men; in vain had he rejoiced when
fce succeeded in putting in his word too in their
heated Discussions. ' My brother says we are
right/ he thought, 'and apart from all vanity,
I do think myself that they are further <*x>m
the truth than we are, though at the same
time'I feel there is something behind them
we have not got, some superiority over us.
* . . Is it youth? No; not only youth,
Doesn't their superiority consist in there being
fewer traces of the slaveowner in them &an in
us?'